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DRAMATIS  PERSONM 


MEN.. 


Darby, 

Mr  Ryder, 

Father  Luke, 

Mr  OwENsoN. 

Quiz, 

Mr  Moss. 

Olmutz, 

Mr  Glenville. 

Marflial, 

Mr  Hamerton. 

Rupert, 

Mr  Remington. 

Greenber, 

Mr  Barret, 

Adjutant, 

Mr  King.’ 

Drunrmers, 

Meflrs  Lynch  and  Smi 

Captain  Patrick, 

Mr  Wood, 

WOMEN. 

Flora, 

Mrs  Hannam, 

Mabel  Flourifli, 

Mrs  O’neil. 

Norah, 

Mifs  Hitchcock. 

SCENE. — A  Camp  at  Sllejia — Tents,  Soldiers  cleaning 

their  Arms,  ^c. 


Song  and  Chorus,  by  Soldiers. 

I 

QO  chearful  and  happy  we  boys  of  the  blade, 
Prepare  all  to  meet  on  the  fhining  parade ; 

Then  rub, 

Then  fcrub. 

Your  mufquets,  your  belts,  and  your  bayonets  bright. 

We’ll  rub. 

We’ll  fcrub. 

Our  mufquets,  our  belts,  and  our  bayonets  bright. 

In  fpatterdafh  white,  as  he  throws  up  his  leg. 

Each  rank  and  file  marches  a  bold  Scanderbeg  ; 

The  ladies  admiring, 

Our  charging  and  firing. 

Our  fiand’ng  and  kneeling. 

To  right  and  left  wheeling. 
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A  finile  from  a  woman’s  a  foldier’s  delight, 

They  love  as  we  love  ’em,  and  for  ’em  we  fight ; 

We’ll  jovially  fing. 

Drink  a  health  to  our  king, 

And  make  the  camp  ring,  &c. 

{Exeunt  foldiers* 

Enter  Patrick. 

Well,  here  I  am  near  the  camp  of  Silefia — I  fuppofe 
1  fliall  eafily  find  out  Marfhal  Fehrbellin’s  tent — if  I 
could  meet  my  old  friend  Darby — he  fiiould  conduifi: 
me  to  it — but  let’s  fee-^—what  fays  Darby’s  letter——— 
aye,  here’s  his  fcrawl.  {Takes  out  a  letter ^  a7id  reads, 

“  My  Dear  Patrick, 

I  have  left  Ireland,  and  by  your  example  have 
took  up  arms,  and  like  the  king  I  ferve,  with  a  firm 
refolution  to  flay  both  man,  woman  and  child — I  ant 
in  high  favour  with  our  officers — am  a  gentleman  fol- 
dier,  and  in  the  high  road  to  preferment — from  your 
loving  Friend  till  death. 

Camp  in  Selifta.  “  DARBY,”  ' 

Hey,  who  have  we  here  ?  fome  poor  devil  going  to 
be  flogg’d. 

Drum  beats,  Fife  plays. 

Enter  Adjutant,  t<wo  Drummers  evith  whips — Dar¬ 
by  'between  two  Soldiers. — Soldiers  as  Guards. 

Bar,  Oh,  dear  good  Mr  Adjutant,  and  you  my 
good  little  drummers— my  dear  friends,  pot-compa¬ 
nions,  brother  comrades  and  brother  foldiers - now- 

how  can  you  have  the  heart  to  flog  poor  Darby  ? 
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Pat.  Poor  Darby — and  is  this  thy  preferment  ?  {ajide) 
Pray,  Sir, — how  came  this  poor  fellow  in  fuch  difgrace  ? 

Adj,  A  poor  harmlefs  devil,  Sir — but  foinetiraes  a 
little  prone  to  mifchief — but  for  his  arch  tricks  fuch  a 
favourite  with  our  officers,  that  though  he  frequently 
deferves  puniffiment,  yet  he  generally  gets  forgiven — 
and  now,  Sir,  we  give  him  this  whipping  as  private  as 
poffible  out  of  pure  lenity — I  have  myfelf  a  very  great 
friendffiip  for  poor  Darby - fo  ftrip,  you  dog. 

Dar.  Lord  S  r,  1  never  ftrip  but  when  1  go  to  bed. 
— -What  are  you  about  there  Tommy  Tickleback? 

Tom.  Only  tying  knots.  [_Tyvig  the  lajh  of  his  ^ojhlp. 
j  Dar.  Tying  knots — now  that’s  very  childifh  of  you. 

!  And  pray,  what  are  you  about,  Nerldy  Nimble wrift  ? 

j  Ned.  Twifting  whipcord  and  wire - to  give  you  a 

red  waiftcoat. 

Dar,  Whipcord  and  wire.  Ob,  dear — well  if  I  muft; 
be  whipp’d — if  1  don’t  like  it,  you  fhall  leave  off. 

Pat.  Pray,  Sir,  what’s  his -crime  ? 

Adj.  Only,  fufpicion  of  drunkenaefs,  and  fieeping 
on  his  poft.  .  , 

Dar.  Yes,  fieeping  on  my  poft,  but  I  never  dreamt 
that  I  fhould  be  filogg’d  for  it. 

Pat.  Who  is  your  Captain  ? 

Adj.  At  prefent,  Sir;  we  have  no  Captain,  he  that 
was  our  captain  was  preferr’d  prior  to  the  review,  and 
dur  new  one  is  not  arrived  yet  from  Berlin. 

Pat,  Yes,  Sir,  but  he  is  arrived,  and  honour’d  with 
his  Majefty’s  commiffion.  1  am  he. 
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Dar.  Captain  Pat — Patty - yes  it  is,  did  I  not  fay 

I  flioiild  fee  Captain  Patty  ? 

Adjutant,  I  think  this  bufinefs  may  be  deferred. 

JiiJ.  Why,  Sir,  we  had  not  the  honour  to  know  of 
your  arrival,  and.  Sir,  to  oblige  you,  we’ll  poftpone 
his  punifiiment. 

Ca^.  By  all  means. 

Dar.  By  all  means.  Poftpone,  aye  and  pardon  it 
too — the  devil  a  bit  of  hurt  will  it  do  to  any  body. 

jidj.  Releafe  him. 

Dar.  Aye  releafe  me — don’t  you  hear,  my  dear 
friends — pot-companions,  brother  mellmates,  and  bro¬ 
ther  foldiers,  Neddy  Nimblewrift,  and  Tommy  Tickle- 

back - 1  am  not  for  the  red  waiftcoat,  fo  you  may 

go  and  find  another  moufe  for  your  cat  o-nine-tails. 
Get  out,  get  along.  Ah,  ha  ! 

[Exeunt  Soldiers  and  Drummers. 

Adj.  And  if  you  pleafe,  Sir,  I’ll  go  and  inform  the 

Marflial  of  your  arrival - Sir,  you  are  welcome  to 

our  corps - 1  am  very  glad  to  fee  you.  [Exit, 

Bar.  Yes,  Sir,  1  am  very  glad  to  fee  you - but 

my  dear  Pat,  how  you  came  like  my  good  guardian 

angel,  to  fave^me  ! - let  me  fee — an’t  you  an  angel? 

{Looking  round  qvitb  pleafiire  and  taking  hold  of  his 
liand,') 

-  Pat.  But  how  is  all  this,  Darby?  you  ingenious 
rogue  you,  how  did  you  bring  all  this  about  ?  I  left 
you  at  the  plow  tail  in  Ireland,  and  here  1  find  you  at 
the  whipping  poll  in  Silefia. 
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Dar,  Aye,  ’twas  you  that  did  it ;  for  wh^n  Captain 
pitzroy  made  you  a  prefent  of  the  colours^  it  fet  me 
j  all  agog  for  a  General’s  ftalf,  and  when  the  jade  Kath¬ 
leen  jilted  me - 

Pat.  Away  went  carts  and  waggons,  plows  and  fiails. 

Dar.  Aye,  and  becaufe  I  could  not  do  as  I  would, 

1  while  I  was  worth  a  farthing,  fold  off  all,  and  up  to 
Dublin  I  came,  mounted  on  a  long  tail’d  dobin  ;  and 
'  to  be  fure  I  did  not  do  things  neatly — did  not  trim  my- 
I  fe4f  out  in  a  fmart  fuit  of  cloaths,  and  (hew  them  the 
I  foul  of  an  Irifli  lad ;  but  hearing  that  there  were  fome 
pretty  boys  of  the  Shamrock,  in  London,  I  thpugiit  I’d 
fee  that  too  :  I  don’t  know  how  it  was,  but  in  taking( 
i  leave  of  this  body  and  that  body,  I  muddled  a  little, 
i  and  the  blundering  waterman,  inftead  of  putting  me 
I  into  a  Parkgate  Packet,  launched  me  on  board  a  Ihip 
I  bound  for  the  Baltic,  and  I  never  difeover’d  the  miftake 
!  ’till  I  found  myfelf  landed  at  Dantzick ;  but  how  came 
1  you  to  fell  your  Englifli  commiflion,  and  turn  Pruflian 
I  foldier  ? 

Pat.  Why  at  prefent  my  country  does  not  want  my 
I  fervices,  and  1  thought  if  it  fhould  want  them,  that 
they  w'ould  not  prove  lefs  defep(^g  of  George  by  be¬ 
ing  for  the  prefent  under  the  tuition  of  fo  regular  a  dif- 
ciplined  mailer  as  Frederick.  The  Pruflian  arms  were 
ever  fam’d  for  regularity — pray  how  comes  it  they  have 
made  you  fo  irregular  ? 

Dar.  Irregular !  the  moft  regular - as  regular  to 

my  tyfQ  half  gallons  every  day,  as  I  was  to  Dermot’s 
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brown  jug.  But  Fatty,  though  you  are  my  Captain, 
you  and  1  may  crack  a  joke  now  and  then,  the  devil  a 
harm  will  it  do  our  ftrid:  Pruflian  difcipline,  for  you 
and  I,  when  v/e  are  fnug,  to  talk  over  our  merry  meet¬ 
ings  with  our  finging  pot-companions,  Dermot  and 

Father  Luke,  at  the  fhoulder  of  mutton. - Oh  your 

honour  {feeing  Olmutz.)  likes  a  fhoulder  of  mutton— 

Enter  Olmutz. 

I  lhall  give  orders  to  the  futler  to  drefs  you  a  nice  one*^ 

Olrn.  Marlhal  Fehrbellin’s  compliments — glad - 

hear  of  your  arrival — expe<5l  you  at  camp — half  an  hour. 

Pat.  Give  my  refpedful  compliments,  and  I’ll  do 
myfelf  the  pleafure  to  wait  on  him. 

Olrn.  Tell  him  fo.  [Exit, 

Pat.  Tall  fellow — but  of  very  few  words. 

Dar.  Very  few,  but  he  found  enough  to  inform 
againft  me — but  if  I  am  not  evenjwith  him  for  it,  there 
are  no  potatoes  in  Munfter. 

Pat.  Eh,  Darby — yonder’s  a  fine  lovely  girl  pafling 
along  there — do  you  know  her  ? 

Dar.  Oh,  yes,  fhe  is  a  very  fine  girl — but  we  have 

Hocks  of  fuch  in  Pruflia - Lord,  Sir,  if  you’ll  come 

along  with  me.  I’ll  in^gji^uce  you  a-la-militare. 

going  firjlt  recollect  himfelf  bows  and  follows^ 
Pat.  By  all  means,  Darby.  [Exit, 
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SCENE. — A  Gro've, 

Enter  Flora.  Bajket  of  Fruit  on  her  Arm. 
SONG. 

The  tuneful  birds,  how  fweet  they  ling, 

How  gay  the  dainty  flowret’s  fpring,  _ 

How  light  the  milkmaid’s  briming  pail. 

As  chaunting  in  the  llow’ry  dale  ; 

’Tis  love  that  wafts  her  blithe  along. 

That  paints  the  flowers,  and  tunes  her  fong. 

Flo.  Now  to  count  my  money — let  me  fee — I  fold 
my  pippins  for  two  pence — my  ftrawberries  for  fix- 
pence,  my  peaches  for  ten  pence,  and  my  rofes  for  four 
pence:  And  now  to  tie  it  up  in  the  comer  of  my  hand¬ 
kerchief,  left  any  rude  fellow  Ihould  infult  me. 

During  this  fpeech  enter  Pat.  and  Darby. 

Pat.  There  Ihe  is  Darby. 

Dar.  Oh,  yes,  there  Ihe  is,  and  (lie’s  yours — I  know 
her — her  name’s  Flora,  Ihe  fells  apples  and  flowers — ■ 
and  collyflowers. 

Pat.  And  (he’s  the  fweeteft  flower  in  her  own  gar¬ 
den— -My  lovely  girl. - . 

Flo.  Did  you  call  me.  Sir?  , 

Pat.  Yes  my  pretty  dear. 

SONG. 

Dans  votre  lit,  that  bright  paterre, 

Should  Flora  bloom  a  lily  fair  ; 

A  fmiling 
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A  fmiling  jonquil  I  cou’d  be, 

Tl'o  blow,  fweet  fiow’r,  befide  of  thee. 

Or  nodding  on  the  thorny  bufii. 

You  droop  to  hide  the  rofe’s  blulh  j 
The  leafy  umbrage  make  of  me. 

And  in  this  breaft  you’ll  flielter’d  be. 

When  ev’ry  flower  that  paints  the  grove, 
Throws  fmilcs  and  odours  all  around  ; 

Sweet  flow’r.  I’ll  prove  thy  faithful  bee, 

And  honey  fip  from  none  but  thee. 

Dar.  Pray,  my  deal',  an’t  you  a  Whatecallum  girl 
—and  don’t  you  live  in - Thingumy  village  ? 

Flo.  Well,  fuppofe  I  am  a  Whatecallum  girl,  and 
do  live  at  Thingumy  village,  what  then  ? 

Dar.  What  then — oh,  nothing  at  all — only  that’s 
Pat — and  his  honour  would  be  glad  to  fee  you  in  his 
honour’s  tent,  to  take  a  glafs  of  wine  with  his  honour. 

Flo.  Honour,  and  honour — I  drink  wine  with  his 
honour !  the  fellow’s  a  fool,  I  think. 

Pat.  So  he  is,  my  pretty  dear — but,  my  fweet  rofe- 
bud,  there’s  no  harm,  I  hope,  in  taking  a  glafs  of  wine, 
oiy  pretty  Pomona. 

TRIO. 

Cap.  My  angel  little  girl. 

With  me  a  moment  flop  ; 

Flo.  Do,  flop  me,  at  your  peril ! 

Dar,  Your  teat,  aad  then  a  drop. 
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Flo»  Nay  Sir,  nay  Sir. 

Cap,  Why  lb  cold,  my  charmer  ? 

Bar.  Brilliant  Burgundy  lhall  warm  her. 

Cap.  8c  Dar.  My  cherry,  my  plumb, 

In  finger  and  thumb  ; 

Cap.  You  lhall  fold  the  wafte 
Of  my  blulhing  glafs. 

My  fweet  rofy  lafs. 

While  the  nedar  lip  you  tafie. 
Such  joy  will  I  fip. 

From  your  ripe  balmy  lip. 

Your  charms  thus  Til  clafp, 

Dar.  Thus  the  bottle  I’ll  gralp. 

Flo.  How  can  you  ferve  me  fo  ? 

Dar.  'Then  up,  my  dear,'  you  go. 

Do  let  his  honour  bufs. 

Cap.  My  fweet  a  moment  ftay, 

Flo,  How  dare  you  ufe  me  thus. 

Flow  dare  you  ufe  me  thus, 

Upon  the  king’s  highway  I 

Dar.  A  turnpike-man  am  I, 

To  take  Cupid’s  toll, 

A  kifs. 

Flo.  I  will  pafs  by, 

Dar.  You  can’t,  upon  my  foul. 

Cap.'  Lovely  fylvan  beauty  ! 

Fh,  What  fliall  I  do  ?  oh  1  lack. 
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Dar.  Sweet,  pay  her,  the  duty, 

Fio.  With  a  hearty,  hearty  fniack. 

Dar.  Pies  on  your  lift,  my  beauty, 

O’d  dang  it,  ’twas  a  whiick. 

Flo.  Your  chops  may  take  the  duty 
Of  fuch  a  doucing  fmack. 

Your  cheeks  have  had  a  hearty  fmack. 

Dar.  Oh,  how  fweet  flie  would  fmack  ! 

Pat.  Do  you  think  fo,  Darby  ?  {ironically') 

Dar.  Oh,  yes.  Sir ;  (lie’s  yours,  Sir,  I’ll  get  her  for 
you. 

Pat.  Have  a  care.  Darby,  are  you  fare  I  (han’t  be 
guilty  of  fedudtion  ?  I  wou’d  not  for  a  tranfient  plea- 
fure  bring  lafting  ruin  upon  a  poor  innocent  girl. 

Dar.  Ruin  !  Oh,  pray  what  have  you  done  with 
Norah  ? 

Pat.  Norah,  I  have  left  her  to  the  care  of  Father 
Luke. 

Dar.  What,  old  two  to  one,  that  brings  mutton  to 
his  mouth  by  means  of  the  multiplication  table. 

Pat.  But,  Darby,  where  can  I  find  apartments  ? 
where  can  I  put  on  my  (lioes  ? 

Dar.  We  all  wear  boots  in  the  camp,  w'e  (hoe  none 
but  the  horfes.  But  you  fhall  lodge  for  the  prefent  at 
Mabel  Flourifh’s,  where  the  ofTicers  mefs — I’ll  order 
your  baggage  there,  and  to  be  fure  to-morrow  I  won’t 

fit  you  up  the  fmarteh  booth  in  the  camp - fo  come 

along-Pat— come  along  Patty--oh,  dear— this  way, 
Captain— Captain  Patty.  Darby. 

Pat. 
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Pat.  Very  well,  Mr  Darby  ;  you  feem  very  accom¬ 
modating  truly — and  indeed  if  the  girls  are  fo  hand- 
fome  and  come  much  in  my  way,  I  fhall  Hand  in  need 
i  of  all  my  conftancy. 

^  SONG. 

I  Away,  ye  giddy  fmiling  throng 

!  Of  tempting  beauties,  fair  and  young, 

My  heart  be  true,  altho’  my  tongue 
Shou’d  ling  of  lovely  Flora ; 

Or  fhou’d  I  gaze  with  fond  defire, 

Shou’d  breath  of  rofes  fan  the  fire  ; 

And  tho’  I  on  a  touch  expire. 

My  foul  is  thine  fweet  Norah, 

The  bonds  of  Hymen  o’er  my  mind. 

My  conftant  foul  muft  ever  bind, 

To  that  dear  woman  left  behind, 

My  kind,  my  tender  Norah  ; 

But,  Oh  !  I  fear  each  mortal  part, 

Nay,  e’en  this  true,  this  faithful  hearf, 
Refiftlefs  to  the  Urchin’s  dart. 

Shot  by  the  eyes  of  Flora. 

Illufive  vapour,  tranfient  blaze. 

Oh  !  vanifti,  while  I  wandering  gaze. 

But  ftiine  like  Dian’s  filver  ray. 

My  paflTion  chafte  for  Norah  ; 

Yet  Hymen  winks,  and  Venus  fmiles, 

And  paflion  ev’ry  fenfe  beguiles, 


And 
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And  Cupid  with  his  thoufand  wiles, 

Affift  my  charming  Flora.  [Exit  Pat. 

SCENE. — Outftde  of  Flourishes. 

Wrote  over  the  Door  ■  The  Officers  Mefs-Houfcy  by 
Mabel  Flourish.ee 

Enter  Darby. 

Bar.  I  am  ftrangely  puzzl’d  how  to  get  this  girl  for 
Pat — fhe’s  fo  very  modeft.  Mabel,  {calls) 

Enter  Pat. 

Pat.  Where  are  thefe  apartments,  whereEs  Mabel  ? 

Bar.  Here,  your  honour — Mabel — Mabel. 

Enter  Mabel  from  the  door  flat. 

Here’s  a  new  gueft  for  you  ;  fo  clean  up  your  houfe, 
rub  up  the  mahogany  table,  turn  the  counterpane,  lay 
down  the  great  carpet,  get  the  trumpeter’s  great  chair 
uncovered,  wafli-ball  and  flippers,  throw  fome  fand 
upon  the  flairs,  and  kick  the  cat  out  of  the  way. 

[Exit  Captain  Patrick  nvith  Mabel. 

Bar.  Devilifli  lucky  Pat’s  coming.  Let  me  fee — 
I’ll  employ  Olmutz  to  get  Flora — ’twill  draw  him  into 
a  fcrape,  and  I  fliall  be  reveng’d  on  him  for  his  attempt 
to  get  me  tied  to  the  halberts,  and  if  he  wants  to  ex- 
cufe  himfelf,  it  will  be  by  half  fentences,  fo  that  nobo¬ 
dy  will  believe  him.  Eh,  here  he  comes,  and  little 
Quiz  with  him — that  fellow  always  keeps  company 
with  great  people — how  high  he  carries  his  head  with 
his  hairy  cap.  When  he  comes  in  at  a  door  he’s  obli¬ 
ged 
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‘ged  to  duck  like  a  gander  under  a  gate — drinks  by 
half  gallons  out  of  rummer  glafles;  eats  with  his  broad 
fword  and  picks  his  teeth  with  a  bayonet. 

Enter  Olmutz  and  Quiz. 

Quiz  drefs^ d  in  an  old  red  (Vaijlcoat  and  a  Fur  Cap, 

I  fay  Darby  was  fliot  from  the  mouth  of  a 

'Cannon. 

Ear,  Your  cannon’s  a  great  gun. 

Olm.  No,  no,  I  fay  he  was  only  whipp’d. 

Ear,  No,  nor  he  was  not  whipp’d. 

^/iz.  I  fay,  when  I  am  a  trooper. - 

Ear,  Aye,  when  Ihrimps  are  lobfters. 

^iiz.  Shrimps  and  lobfters — I  fay,  fpirit  does  not 
confift  in  fize — The  fword-fifti  is  not  a  whale— —you 
fhall  fee  if  Marflial  Fehrbellin  will  refufe  me  a  place  in 
the  grenadier  corps.  [Exit  Quiz. 

Ear.  Well,  we  fliall  foon  fee,  for  here  he  comes. 

Ohn.  Does  he  ?  the  firft  impreffion’s  a  great  deal — 
I’ll  go  and  accoutre  myfelf,  and  appear  before  him  a- 
la-militaire. 

Ear.  Oh,  Quiz  is  gone-^he  could  not  ftay  to  fpeak 
to  his  Highnefs — fo  Mabel  fliall — for  Olmutz  I  want  to 
talk  to  you — foldiers,  you  know,  fhould  not  bear  ma¬ 
lice— Your  hand - I’ll  make  your  fortune — Mabel. 

Enter  Mabel  from  Flat. 

His  Highnefs  is  coming  to  fee  your  lodger — Mabel 
do  you  receive  him.  [Retires  ^vith  Olmutz. 

Enter  Marshal. 

Mar,  Where’s  tlie  new  officer,  Captain  Patrick  ? 

B  Mab. 
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Mah.  He  is  but  juft  taking  of  his  beard — fliall  I  call 
him  to  your  Highnefs  ? 

Mar.  No,  I  won’t  have  him  difturb’d — I’ll  fend  my 
Aid  de-Camp  to  him — A  good  fine  fized  woman — the 
proportion  of  our  men  has  been  for  fomie  time  dimi- 
nifliing — now  to  macth  her  with  that  tall  fellow  would 

produce  foldiers  equal  to  the  full  ftandard. - Are 

you  married  ? 

Mab.  No,  pleafe  your  Highnefs,  I  am  a  maid,  at 
your  fervice. 

Mar.  What’s  your  name  ? 

Mah.  Mabel  Flourifli,  and  pleafe  your  highnefs - - 

my  father  was  trumpeter  Flourifli. 

Mar.  Yes,  they’ll  do  very  well - Soldier. 

Olm.  Here.  [Comes  down. 

Mar.  Are  you  married  ? 

Olm.  No,  Highnefs. 

Mar.  Can  you  read?  {Marjhal  takes  out  his  pocket^ 
hook,  and  writes  upon  a  loofe  lez.f.') 

Olm.  Can’t  fay,  never  tried. 

Mar.  Yes,  they’ll  make  an  excellent  match — I’ll  give 
orders  to  Captain  Patrick  to  fee  the  ceremony  perform¬ 
ed — It  will  be  an  excellent  Icflon  to  him  of  the  ftrirft- 
nefs  of  our  military  difeipline — Here,  deliver  that  to 

Captain  Patrick. - Yes,  they’ll  be  a  very  pretty 

couple.  [Exit. 

Mab.  His  Highnefs  was  always  very  proud — I  never 
heard  him  talk  fo  fwcet  and  condefeending  before. 
[Bell  rings)  Coming,  coming.  [Exit  into  boufe. 

Olm. 
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Ohn.  What  devil’s  this  ?  ^Looking  at  the  paper . 

Dar.  What’s  the  matter,  Olmutz  ? 

Olm.  Marllial  dcfire  me  give  this  paper - Captain 

Patrick. 

Dar,  That  paper — what  is  it  ? 

Olm.  Don’t  know — can’t  read. 

Dar  Let  me  fee~“  Marflial  Fehrbellin’s  compli¬ 
ments  to  Capt.  Patrick — delires  he  will,  at  fight  of  this, 
fee  the  bearer  married  to  Mabel  Floiirifli,  with  all  dif- 
patch  ;  and,  as  a  portion,  he  will  give  her  50  rix-dol- 
lars  from  the  military  chefi:.”  Indeed !  but  Olmutz 
fliall  never  touch  the  dollars — Olmutz,  you  had  better 
go  about  that  bufinefs  I  was  telling  you  of. 

Olm.  What,  and  leave  Marfhal’s  paper - may  be 

of  confequence — let’s  hear  what  about. 

Dar.  Oh,  you  want  to  know  wdiat  its  about — oh, 
you  jfhall  hear  what  its  about — ^You  can’t  read,  you  fay. 

Olm  No. 

Dar.  “  Marfiial  Fehrbellin’s  compliments  to  Capt. 
Patrick ;  defires  he  will,  at  fight  of  this,  fee  the  bearer 
ride  the  great  horfe,  for  one  hour,  with  five  carbines 
tied  to  each  leg.” 

Clrn.  Me  !  what  have  I  done  ?  Wooden  horfe — five 
carbines ! 

Dar.  Poor  fellow !  what  a  fine  tall  figure  to  ride 
the  high  horfc' - Oh  !  your  poor  legs. 

Olm.  For  wdiat  I  What  have  1  done  ? 

Dar.  Poor  devil !  fuch  legs  to  fuffer  fo !  wdiat  did 
he  fay  to  you  I 
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Olm.  A  ik’d  if  I  could  read. 

Dar.  And  1  fuppofe  you  told  him  no. 

Olm,  No — didn’t — fiid — never  tried. 

Dar.  Never  tried  !  Ave,  that’s  done  it. 

Olm.  Here  comes  Quiz  ilruttirg,  fo  merry — I  obli¬ 
ged  to  ride  great  horfe  ! 

Dar.  ril  have  a  good  joke  {ajide)  Olmutz,  this  pa- 
der  don’t  mention  your  name;  it  only  fays  the  beareiy 
Suppofe  we  give  it  to  Quiz  to  caiTy. 

Olm.  The  very  thing.  Captain,  make  him  ride  the 
great  horfe. 

Dar.  So  he  will.  Get  a  wafer ;  for  Qiiiz  can  read, 
you  know,  ai'-d  that  would  fpoil  the  joke.  This  is 

fine,  Come,  Olmutz,  there -  [Seals  it, 

Dyiter  Qenz  Jlrutting,. 

To  be  fure  I  fliall  cut  a  very  foolifli  bit  of  a 
figure  at  the  grand  review. 

Dar.  Aye,  Qiiiz,  better  perhaps  than  you  think 
for  I  don’t  know  how  it  comes  about,  but  the  MarfhaP 
on  my  fpeaking  a  good  word  for  you,  has  made  your 
fortune.  Under  this  wafer  lies  your  preferment. 

Olm.  Yes,,  he’ll  foon  be  exalted.  [Stijles  a  laugh,. 

^iz.  Aye,  great  merit  can’t  long  lay  hid.  But 
what  is  under  that  wafer  ? 

Dar.  A  letter  the  Marfhal  defired  you  would  give 
to  Captain  Patrick.  I  told  him  you, was  a  great  man. 

^iz.  So  I  am  :  a  high  fellow.  [Struttiug. 

Dar.  So  I  faid fix  feet  and  an  inch  high,  cap  and; 
all. 


Olm, 
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Olm,  Yes,  and  he’ll  be  highly  mounted — a  trooper. 

Aye,  Sir,  little  as  you  may  think  me,  I  may 
look  down  to-morrow  on  people  taller  than  myfelf.  1 
may  by  the  god  of  war. 

Olm.  Yes,  he’ll  look  down.  Darby, — perhaps  to¬ 
day.  \_Afide  to  Darby. 

Dar.  You’ll  give  the  letter. 

[Exit  Darby  and  Olmutz. 

Do  you  think  I’d  negledt  the  MaiTual’s  com¬ 
mands  !  1  will  give  it,  by  the  god  of  war. 

Enter  Patrick  from  Houfe. 

Pat,  Hey  day,  wdiat  a  fort  of  a  figure  have  we  here? 

^liz.  I  am  order’d  by  Marflial  Fehrbellin  to  deliver 
this  billet. 

Pat.  {Reads)  “  Bearer — married — Mable  Flourifti.” 
A  ftrange  command  this!  but  thus  I  fuppofe  his  High- 
.  nefs  wants  to  replenifh  his  race  of  drummers.  Where, 
where  is  this  Mable  ? 

Enter  MABLt  from  Houfe. 

Mah.  Here  your  honour - your  honour  left  the 

key  in  your  great  trunk. 

Pat.  Well,  I  fuppofe  you  are  both  determined. 

^iiz.  Yes,  by  the  god  of  war  I  honour’s  my  mif- 
trefs,  and  for  her  I’il  die. 

Pat.  Well  then,  I’ll  fend  for  a  chaplain,  and  you 
fhall  both  be  married  diredly. 

Mah.  Married ! 

Pat.  Yes,  I  am  ordered  by  the  Marfhal  to  fee  you 
both  married, 

3  3 
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Mab»  I  married  to  fuch  a  fhrimp  of  a  man  !  wKat 
does  the  Marfiial  mean  ? 

Yes,  Darby  has  done  my  bufinefs  for  me. 

Pat.  What’s  your  name  ? 

^i%.  Quiz  Oddbody.- 

Pat.  Then,  Mrs  Oddbody,  1  give  you  joy ;  and  as 
a  portion,  his  Highnefs  has  ordered- you  50  rix-dbllars 
out  of  the  military  cheft.  [Exit  into  honfe, 

Mab.  Fifty  rix-dollars !  Oh,  that  alters  the  cafe ; 
that’s  quite  another  thing. 

I  had  no  thought  of  marrying;  but  this  is  fuch 
a  prodigious  great  match — that  I  fliall  be  proud  to  be 
iMan  of  the  Hoiife.  ,  [Kijfes  her  ridiculoujly,. 

Mab.  Well,  I  diall  have  the  fineft  booth  in  tire 
Camp  ;  and  fo  let’s  to  the  Chapel. 

^iz.  Chapel!  No,  we  will  be  married  in  a  Cathe¬ 
dral - we  will,  by  the  god  of  war - And  tliem 

for  the - grand  review. 

SONG. 

^i%.  All  fierce  and  military, 

Crofs  buff-belt  and  regimental  new,i, 

Wnth  high  cap,  rough  and  hairy. 

At  our  grand  review  : 

With  fpur  and  boot, 

Adorn  the  foot. 

To  grace  the  field,  while  pateraroes  flioot 
Fire  and  fmoke, 

All  a  joke, 


Bullets- 
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Bullets  whiz, 

Bully  Quiz 
EreiSl  as  a  fturdy  oak. 

On  my  charger  prancing, 

Rat,  tat,  tat,  his  hoofs  fhall  beat  the  gi*ound  ; 

Great  glove  and  broad  fw'ord  glancing. 

Salute  the  ladies  round  t 

In  the  grand  pas  rear. 

Up  the  pavement  tear, 

Like  a  Noble  Col’nel,  at  my  men  I  fwear,. 
Hey,  they  fight, 

To  the  right, 

Keep  the  rank. 

Guard  the  flank. 

Zounds,  I’ll,  foon  be  a  brigadier.. 

[Leads  her 

V 

'SCENE. — The  outjide  of  a  Cottage* 

Darby,  Olmutz,  Soldiers,. 

Bar.  Softly  foftly,  our  Captain  fliall  get  her,  my 

Boy - this  is  the  place  to  watch  for  her,  for  that’s  ■ 

her^father’s,  the  old  foldiers;  though,  it  feems,  her 
head  runs  of  one  Rupert. 

Olm,  Can’t  help  laughing,  to  think  little  Quiz  is  now. 
riding  the  big  horfe. 

Bar*  Hufli !  Hufh  !  here  flie  comes. 


Enter 
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Enter  Flora  from  the  houfe,  crcjfes  iiejlage  and  exits, - 
IMow  OliTiUtz,  iheie  Ihe  goes  aiiiongfl  the  bullies 
make  hafte. 

01m.  Won’t  you  go? 

Dar.'  My  dear  Olmutz,  you  fnall  have  the  glory  of 
the  abtion  all  yourfell'^ — 1  would  not  rob  you  of  a  lingle 
lalh  you  rafcal.  [Exit  Olmutz  and  Soldiers. 

Enter  Marshal  and  Pat. 

Mar.  I  am  glad  you  arc  come,  Sir,  for  we  are  to 
have  a  rand  review  to-morrow.  The  Empeior  leems 
prepared  for  hoftile  meafures ;  therefore  our  wife  and 
vigilant  Mafter  thinks  it  neceflary  to  be  prepared  to 
oppofe  them. 

Flo.  {without)  Oh,  dear - where  is  Rupert  to 

protedt  me  ? 

Mar.  Who’s  that  running  after  a  girl? - call  him 

here,  call  the  rafcal  back. 

Dar.  Yes,  your  honour — Here  Olmutz — comeback 
his  Highnefs  want’s  you.  Why  don’t  you  come  back, 
you  rafcal— he’s  a  very  bad  fellow,  he  would  run  af¬ 
ter  the  girl,  notwithllanding  all  I  laid  to  him. 

E7iter  Olmutz. 

Mar.  What  have  you  been  about?  come  here,  you 
rafcal. 

Ear.  Aye,  what  have  you  been  about  ?  come  here, 
ymu  rafcal. 

Olm.  Pleafe  Highnefs — corporal  thought  no  harm  to 
^et  pretty  girl  for  officer — got  her  off  though. 

{,Afde  to  Darby. 

Mar^ 
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Mar,  What  officer,  rafcal  ? 

Olm.  New  captain,  Highnefs.. 

Pat.  Me,  firrah  ! 

Mar.  I  thought  Sir,  I  had  found  you  different  em¬ 
ployment. 

Olm.  Highnefs - very  hard - order  man  to  ride 

great  horfe,  caufe  he  can’t  read. 

Mar.  Great  horfe  !  1  thought  her  a  comely  perfon- 
able  woman.  But,  Sir,  to  you  1  mull  lay,  that  I  ana 
forry  an  officer  Ihould  be  guilty  of  fuch  an  a(it  of  dif* 
honour,  whole  duty  it  is  to  proted,  not  to  diftrefe  the 
fair. 

Pat.  Sir,  give  me  leave -  • 

Mar.  No,  Sir,  for  the  prefent  I  fufpend  your  com- 
million  ;  when  his  Majefty  arrives,  he  may  ufe  his  plea- 
fure. 

Dar.  So  then,  Olmutz  won’t  be  punifhed  after  all. 

Mar..  What  Sir,  ar’n’t  you  married?  {to  Olmutz.) 

Olm.  Not  I,  Highnefs. 

Dar.  Here,  your  Highnefs,  comes  a  pretty  couple 
that  are  married. 

Enter  Quiz  and  Mabel. 

^tz.  By  the  god  of  war,  your  Highnefs,  I  am  come 
to  thank  you  for  all  favours. 

Mab.  I  thank  your  Highnefs  for  my  hufband  and 
great  fortune. 

^iz.  Yes,  your  Highnefs,  but  mine’?  the  biggeft. . 

Mar.  What  is  all  this  ? 


Pat.. 
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Pat.  Yciir  Highnefs  defired  me  to  fee  the  wedding* 
i — I  have  it  from  under  your  own  hand,  and  there  you 
are  obey’d — behold  your  well  match’d  couple. 

^ii%.  Yes,  we’re  a  pretty  couple,  by  the  god  of  war. 

Mar.  Begone  Sir.  {Exit  Qniz  a7id  Mabel. 

Olm.  So,  this  is  great  horfe,  rafcai  r  (/o  Darby) 

\Exit. 

Dar.  I  think,  I  had  beft  take  off  too,  or  1  may 

chance  to  run  againft  a  whipping  poft. 

[^Rttires  up  the^flage. 

Mar.  Well,  Sir,  you  are  from  Ireland,  where  I 
know  they  would  call  this  a  good  jell;,  and  a  joke  is 
the  leading  feature  of  your  country  ;  1  fliall  not  on 
this  occafion  differ  in  opinion  from  you  :  but.  Sir,  the 
young  woman  you  have  ordered  to  be  carried  away, 
muft  be  reflored ;  and  1  hope  your  future  condudt 
won’t  make  me  repent  of  the  defire  1  have  to  be  your 
friend.  [Exit.. 

FINAL  F. 

Darby  comes  doaim. 

During  the  Finale  Quiz  and  Maeel  enter. 

Dar.  And  is  he  gone?  oh,  bug  and  bounds 
Iiow  near  i  was  a  threlbing  ; 

But  here’s  your  uncle.  Father  Imke, 

In  Beilin  ciiaife  co  ne  dafhing. 

Cap.  S'death,  perhaps  my  Norah  tco, 

Wc’rc  in  a  hopeful  hobble  j 


But 
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But.  I  muft  to  my  awl  and  end 
The  matter  up  to  cobble. 

Difgrac’d,  I  cannot  face  my  wife. 

Dar.  Who  bid  her  now  to  come,  Sir  ? 

Cap.  And  fuch  a  caufe  then,  Father  Luke, 
Dar,  My  hand  the  prieft  I’ll  hum. 

Cap.  ’Till  I’m  reftored,  amufe  ’em  both ; 

Again  my  friend.  I’ll  rank  ye  ; 

Dar.  I  wonder  how  is  little  Quiz  ? 

^iz.  Tm  pretty  well,  I  thank  ye. 

My  Mabel,  by  the  god  of  war. 

Is  a  celeftial  Houry  ; 

As  fine  a  bride  as  man  can  wifh. 

When  here  you  down  her  dowry, 
Mab.  Like  fcifiars  hung  on  apron  firing. 

Or  dangled  here  a  locket ; 

But  much  my  cafh,  and  that,  and  you, 
I’ll  put  into  my  pocket. 

Cap.  Come,  come,  agree,  like  man  and  wife, 
And  very  well  you’ll  both  do. 

Mab.  Aye,  by  the  god  of  war,  we  will, 

^iiz.  Already  get  my  oath  too. 

Dar.  Friend  Quiz,  your  hand,  I  give  you  joy, 
Of  fpoufy  and  her  richer ; 

This  comfort  fiill  is  your’s,  my  boy. 

She  ne’er  can  wear  the  breeches. 


5^6 
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Then  let  the  chine  and  turkey  fmoke. 

Good  cheer  o^erfpread  the  table  ; 

The  wedding,  fuch  a  merry  joke, 

Little  Quiz  and  Mabel.  lExeunt^ 


ACT  II. 

SCENE. — Mabel  Flourish’s. 

Enter  Mabel  and  Olmutz. 

Mab.  Then  it  was  you  his  Highnefs  intended  me  for, 

Olm.  Yes,  one  of  Darby’s  tricks — fent  me  after  Flo¬ 
ra— get  her  for  officer. 

Mab.  Aye,  Flora,  and  the  poor  girl  is  now  in  my 
room  putting  on  a  fuit  of  officer’s  clothes  that  I  lent 
her,  to  elude  the  infults  of  the  officers  and  foldiers, 
and  vows  ffie’ll  go  through  the  world,  till  ffie  find  her 
fweetheart  Rupert.  Aye,  Darby’s  a  fad  villain,  to  lofe 
fo  fine  a  tall  fellow  for  little  Quiz. 

Olm.  Aye,  to  lofe  me  for  him— be  revenged— come 
to  my  centry-box— fiuig  by  oiirfelves— foot  of  bridge. 

Mab.  Oh,  fie !  Olmutz,  But  could  I  depend  on 
your  honour  ? 

Olm.  You  may.  Some  one  coming — not  feen  toge¬ 
ther.  {Exit  Mabel)  Fine  woman - -make  Quiz  be¬ 

lieve  Darby  made  this  match  to  cover  his  own  defigns 
on  his  wife. 

Enter 
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Enter  Rupert. 

Rup.  Rafcal !  I  am  told  you  know  where  Flora  is : 
that  you  have  feized  her.  Tell  me  of  her  this  inftant. 

0/;;7.  Darby  did  it,  ran  off  with  her  for  his  captain. 
Come  this  way — tell  all  I  know.  Now  I  fhall  be  re¬ 
venged  on  Darby  for  lofs  of  wife - make  him  ride 

Ijig  horfe.  {Exeunt, 


SCENE. — difc Givers  Norak. 

Taco  Chairs,  a  DreJJing  Table* 

Nor*  Here  I  am  atlaft  in  Silefia — and  how  my  coming 
muft  furprize  my  dear  Patrick!  But  the  more  unexpec¬ 
ted  the  more  welcome  our  meeting. 

SONG. 

Oh,  come,  my  foldier  meet  my  fightj 
Full  far  IVe  come  to  thee  ; 

No  foe  now  dares  you  to  the  fight, 

But  gentle  love  and  me. 

My  foldier  doats  on  fierce  alarms, 

Where  foes  in  battle  join  ; 

But  when  the  trumpet  founds  to  arms. 

Oh  !  let  him  fly  to  mine. 

In  camps  how  rough  by  Mars  array’d, 

There  fate  attends  his  will ; 

At  home  you  hear  each  tender  maid, 

Ah !  was  he  form’d  to  kill 

C  In 
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In  charms  fecure  the  fair  advance. 

And  ere  in  arrow  flies, 

And  looks  around,  and  at  each  glance 
A  wounded  maiden  dies. 

He  looks  around,  ^c. 

Luke.  Very  well,  honey,  I  fee  the  door; 

fo  perhaps  I  may  find  the  room  myfelf — You  muft 
know  that  1  am  Father  Luke  of  Carton ;  but  I  left  it  to 
follow  Pat,  becaufe  1  found  he  was  come  to  Silefia  to 
have  his  full  fwing  among  the  girls. 

Enter  Quiz,  Mabel  a7id  Father  Luke. 

My  dear,  I  have  got  a  moft  delicious  cordial; 
Darby  gave  it  me. 

Mab.  Darby !  he’s  a  pretty  fellow— fo  keep  your 
mouth  flmt. 

^'rz.  No,  I’ll  open  it  once  more. 

Luke.  Is  that  your  hufband  ? 

^liz.  Yes,  I  am. 

Luke.  Who' married  you  ? 

^liz.  The  Parfon;  but  I’m  obliged  to  Darby.  Dar¬ 
by  help’d  me  to  the  match. 

Luke.  Faith,  and  he  helped  you  plentifully.  But, 
d’ye  hear  ?  we  would  not  have  Captain  Patrick  know 
of  our  arrival  ’till  we  come  fmack  upon  him.  So,  d’ye 
hear — have  you  never  a  fnug  bit  of  a  room  in  a  corner, 
where  you  can  put  Norah  ? 

Mab.  O  yes,  there’s  my  room,  and  a  young  woman 
In  it  already,  that  has  been  ufed  ill  by  the  foldiers. 

^uiz. 
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^(1%.  Soldiers  life  women  ill' — who’s  the  man  of  the 
Loufe  ? 

Luke.  Aye,  where’s  the  man  of  the  houfe  ? 

If  yon  can’t  fee,  put  on  your  fpedacles. 

Luke.  Faith  and  1  muft,  for  you  are  a  fmall  print. 
Small  print ! 

Luke.  Come  Norah — in — in — Mabel,  my  dear,  pleafe 
to  fhew  the  way. 

Nor.  Oh,  fir,  lofe  no  time  in  finding  out  my  huf- 
band — only  think  of  my  anxiety. 

[Exti  Mabel  and  Norah. 

Luke.  Come  here - what  have  you  got  in  your 

fquare  bottle  ? 

’Tis  fine  ufquebaugh - 

Luke.  Ufquebaugh!  Where  did  you  get  it - From 

Drogheda?  ______ 

^uzz.  No,  I  had  it  from  Darby. 

Luke.  Then  you  had  it  from  a  wicked  rogue,  (fakes 
it  from  Lim.)  arn’t  you  aftiamcd  to  afk  a  clergyman  to 
drink  drams.  ’Tis  not  good,  nor  it  can’t  be  good — 
(pours  out) — nor  it  can’t  be  wholeforne  (drinks)  Now, 
don’t  you- be  running  your  nofe  into  every  neighbours 
■ — both  up  and  down  the  town,  and  bragging  that  you 
have  got  father  Luke  in  your  houfe. 

No,  my  greateft  pride  is  that  I  have  got  my~ 
felf  in  the  houfe.  (Bell  rin^-s  Umd)  Oh,  that  damn’d 
bell — I’ll  h.ave  drums  and  drum  flicks  placed  in  every 
room  in  the  lioufe — I  will,  by  the  god  of  war.  [Exit. 

[Takes  a  chair  and  fits  do<wn. 

C  %  Enter 
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Enter  Darby,  impercet’ved. 

hike.  I  fancy  I  fhall  foon  get  to  the  bottom  of  l}iis> 

“  For  oh,  it  is  heavenly  liquor.”  [Sings. 

Ear.  “  And  as  good  for  me  as  the  vicar.” 

Luke.  Now,  upon  my  foul,  this  is  very  comical,  for 
you  left  me  counting  my  beads  in  Ireland,  and  here  you 
find  me  conning  my  book  in  Silefra. 

Ear.  I  think  its  my  book  you  are  conning ;  but  if 
you  pleafe,  Til  read  a  chapter  now,  for  I  fuppofe  by 
this  time  you  have  it  by  heart. 

Luke.  Oh,  Darby,  you  are  a  wicked  fellow  ;  the  laft 
time  I  faw  you  was  at  Carton — to  be  fure  you  was  in 
mighty  hafte,  with  conflables  at  your  heels — but  I  did 
not  think  you  had  fo  long  a  journey  to  take. 

Ear.  Conflables !  Oh,  yes,  very  true — but  I  gave 
tbCLltliS  flip — I  would  not  keep  fuch  fellows  company, 

Ltd'e.  Ah,  Darby,  you  was  always  a  very  great  fcape- 
grace — a  fad  dog. 

Ear.  Oh,  now  you  talk  about  dogs,  father  Luke, 
pray  did  my  littk  dog  come  back  to  the  farm  ? 

Luke.  Your  dog! 

Ear.  Aye,  my  Unicorn — we  ufed  to  call  him  Uni¬ 
corn,  you  know,  becaufe  he  had  but  one  ear — I  had 
him  from  an  attorney. 

Luke.  Don’t  afk  me  about  your  dog,  you  ftupid  fol¬ 
low — what’'  your  dog  to  me  ? 

Ear.  Oh,  he  is  not - now  you’ll  hear. 
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PlI  fing  you  a  long,  faith  I’m  finging  it  now, 
tHere  I  don’t  mean  to  ’front  either  finall  or  big.  Bow, 

I  wow ; 

j  Here  the  fuhjecft  I’ve  chofen,  it  is  the  canine  race, 

T  o  prove  like  us  two-legg’d  dogs,  they  are  a  very  fine  race. 
*  Bow,  wow,  v/oWf. 

Fal,  lal,  lal,  ad  di,  ad  di. 

Wow,  wow. 

Like  you  and  T,  other  dogs  may  be  counted  fad  dogs. 
As  we  won ’t  drink  water,  fom  e  might  thin  k  us  mad  dogs  j; 
A  courtier  is  a  fpaniel,  a  citizen’s  a  dull  dog, 

A  foldier  is  a  maftifF,  a  failor  is  a  bull  dog. 

Bow,  wow,  wow. 

Pal,  lal,  lal. 

An  old  maid  comesfrom church,  thepoornolady kinder. 
A  lufty  dog  her  footman,  with  prayer-book  behind  herr 
A  poor  boy  alks  a  farthing,  and  gets  plenty  of  good 
kicking, 

But  little  Shock,  her  lap  dog,  muft  have  a  roafted 
chicken. 

Bow,  wow,  wow, 

Fal,  lal,  la. 

When  filly  dogs  for  property,  uncle  fon  and  brother,. 
Grind  and  fnort,  miglity  gruff,  and  worry  one  another; 
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Should  they  a  bit  of  equity,  from  Juftice  beg  the  loan  of. 
That  cunning  dog,  the  lawyer,  Snap,  carries  quick  the 
bone  off. 

Bow,  v.'ow,  wow. 

Pal,  lal,  la. 

A  poet’s  a  lank  grey-hound,  for  the  public  he  runs  game  I 
down, 

A  critic  is  a  cur,  and  ftrives  to  run  his  fame  down  ; 

And  though  he  cannot  follow,  where  the  noble  fport 
invites  him. 

He  flily  fteals  behind,  and  by  the  heel  he  bites  him.,  i 
Bow,  wow,  wow, 

Fal,  lal,  la. 

You’ve  a  choice  pack  of  friends,  wdiile  to  feed  them 
you  are  able. 

Your  clog  for  his  morfel,  crouches  under  your  table, 
Your  friends  turn  table  in  misfortune  or  difafler. 

But  your  poor  faithful  dog  will  ne’er  forfake  his  mafter. 
Bow,  wow,  wmw, 

Fal,  lal,  la. 

As  your  friends  turn  tail  the  moment  that  you  need  ’em. 
My  dog  ran  aw^ay  when  no  longer  I  could  feed  him  ; 
This  cur  fo  ungrateful,  forfook  me  on  my  journey, 

And  for  a  mouldy  cruft,  went  back  to  the  attoi  ney. 
Bowq  wow,  wow. 

Fal,  lal,  la. 

But  where’s  your  niece,  Norah— how  does  (he — is  flie 
here,  father  ? 
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Luke.  Here !  there’s  a  queftion — no,  I  left  her  at 
Potfdam. 

Dar.  And  1  faw  her  not  half  an  hour  ago — but  I’ll 
be  even  with  him.  \j.<ftde. 

Luke.  But,  you  fly  rogue,  how  did  you  find  me  out? 
where’s  her  hufband — have  you  ever  met  him  in  your 
walks — Pat,  that  run  away  ? 

Dar.  Ah  father !  I  am  very  forry  to  tell  you  fuch 
bad  new's  ;  but  poor  Pat’s  dead. 

Luke.  Dead ! 

i  Dar.  Aye,  fad  intelligence  for  poor  Norah. 

Luke.  How  did  he  die  ? 

Dar.  A  piftol  fever — a  bullet  did  the  bufinefs. 

Luke.  A  piftol ! — when  ? 

Dar.  Laft  night — Oh  you’re  come  time  enough  to 
preach  tlie  funeral  fermon. 

Luke.  Oh,  oh,  where  fliall  I  find  comfort — oh  ! 

\Fitis  the  glafs. 

Dar.  In  the  book. 

Luke.  Oh  dear — Pat  dead — Norah — Norah  ! 

Dar.  Why,  do  you  think  flie  can  hear  you  at  Potf¬ 
dam  ? 

Luke,  {drinks)  Oh  you  harden’d  foul,  you. 

Dar.  I’m  fure  you  won’t  be  harden’d  while  there’s 
a  drop  to  foften  you. 

Luke.  V  drop !  oh,  you  greedy  creature,  take  the. 
whole  bottle.  Poor  Pat ! 
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Luke.  And  oh  is  he  gone,  whirra  flrua  poor  Pat, 

So  forry,  look  here,  Tm  fo  forry  for  that ; 

[Darby  Jhe~ivs  the  empty  bottle. 
My  grief  is  fo  great,  not  a  tear  can  1  cry  ; 

Dar.  And  yet  my  good  fir,  you’ve  a  fup  in  your  eye. 
Luke.  Go,  go,  take  your  liquor  away  from  me. 

Dar.  Oh,  ho,  does  it  give  you  fuch  pain  ? 

Luke.  And  ne’er  bring  your  ufquebaugh  bottle  again  to 
me. 

Dar.  No.  {/peaks) 

Luke.  No,  Darby,  no,  till  you  fill  it  again. 

{Exit  Luke. 

Enter  Quiz. 

^iiz.  Harkye,  you,  do  you  know  tliat  I  am  a  de- 
fcendant  of  the  great  Hercules  Qu'z  ?  and  as  my  great 
anceftor  ftrangled  a  ferpent  in  the  cradle  ;  fo  did  I, 
when  in  mine,  throttle  a  kitten.  I  was  nurs’d  in  a 
mortar,  have  eat  fire  from  a  great  gun,  and  made  a 
cannon  my  flute,  by  blowing  in  at  the  touch  hole. 

Dar.  Amazing  !  what  a  great  hero  !  1  am  ’hinking. 
Quiz,  that  a  wig-box  will  make  an  excellent  cradle  for 
your  firfi  child. 

What  do  you  mean  by  that,  fir  ? 

Dar.  Lord,  how  big  we  are  !  now  I’d  as  lief  a  man 
would  fmack  my  face  as  call  me  fir. 

^rz.  And  I’d  as  foon  do  one  as  t’other  if  you’d  give 
Tn«-  occafum.  T  only  want  occafion  to  fight  with  you, 
1  do,  by  the  god  of  war.. 
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Dar.  I  flioukl  think  a  Pruffian  foldicr  would  think 
rafcal  Ihflicient  occafion. 

’Tis,  by  the  god  of  war - where  fliall  we 

meet  ? 

Dar.  By  the  new  bridge,  I’ll  borrow  my  mailer’s- 
pldols,  do  you  bring  your’s ;  and  then,  with  our 
backs  to  the  centry-boxes,  we  will  tlmnder  away. 

^iiz.  We  will ;  and  Darby  I’ll  blow  your  head  over 
the  bridge  into  the  river,  and  fave  your  dirty  face  a 
vvafhing,  I  will,  by  the  god  of  war. 

[Exit  Quiz  and  Darby. 

Enter  Father  Luke  and  Greenber. 

Luke.  And  fo  you  are  father  to  this  girl,  you  fay. 

Green.  A^es,  and  Ihe  is  engaged  to  one  Rupert,  a 
worthy  fellow,  who  loves  her  ;  and  captain  Pratrick’'s 
taking  her  away  juft  at  the  time  when  he’s  come  home*, 
involves  us  all  in  great  trouble. 

Luke.  Who  told  you  fo  ? 

Green.  Darby  faid  that  Olmutz  took  her  for  the  of¬ 
ficer. 

Luke.  Oh,  that  Darby  is  a  fad  lying,  drunken  fd- 
iow.  She’s  fafe  enough.  Norah,  bring  the  young 
woman  to  her  father. 

Enter  Norah  and  Flora  from  fat. 

Flora  drefs'd  in  breeches — blue  regimentals. 

Luke.  Eh,  what’s  the  meaning  of  all  this?  what 
have  you  been  about  there?  As  I  hope  to  live,  you 
don’t  lock  like  a  cbriftian  young  woman. 

Eh. 
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Flo.  Do  I  look  like  a  chriftian  young  man  ?  for  that’s 
"what  I  want  to  look  like. 

Green.  But  what’s  the  reafon  of  this  ?  j 

Flo.  To  hiew  you  a  woman  can  run  all  nfques,  ; 
where  Ihe  tiuly  loves. 

Green.  But  why  this  metamoqrhofis  ?  ' 

Flo.  I  was  not  fafe  in  the  abfence  of  Rupert.  I  have  ' 
Taeen  infulted  as  a  female,  fo  afiumed  this  habit,  being  | 
W'ell  alTured,  that  thofe  who  are  fo  mean  to  infult  a 
woman,  will  want  the  courage  to  attack  a  man* 

Nor.  True,  Flora.  ^ 

1 

SONG.  , 

! 

With  your  fex,  my  fweet  Flora,  and  bluHies  forget,  | 

Tho’  coy,  you’re  no  longer,  no  longer  a  maid  \ 

In  your  bright  burnifli’d  gorget  a  brazen  face  fet, 

Be  a  ball,  hey  allons,  hey  aliens,  your  parade. 

In  your  nice  chicken  gloves  as  you  gallantly  Hand, 
While  the  fiddles  for  action  prepare  ; 

For  the  dear  pas  de  deux  give  the  woid  of  comm^and. 
And  gracefully  fool  to  tlie  fair. 

At  your  mefs  when  poor  virtue  in  burrpers  is  drown’d, 
Tho’  the  toad  gives  a  zeft  to  each  glafs  ; 

When  Bacchus  the  ten^ple  of  folly  has  crown’d, 

Be  the  gud  of  your  favourite  lafs. 

Oh  !  ne’er  let  her  charader  die  in  a  wink, 

E’en  a  chorus  of  laughter  defpife  ; 
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Your  goddefs  as  pure  as  the  wine  that  you  drink, 

Let  your  fancy  exalt  to  the  Ikies. 

[Exeunt  Norah,  Flora,  and  Greenber* 
Luke,  So  they  have  had  their  jokes  upon  me ;  but 
I’ll  be  even  with  Pat — for  giving  himfelf  out  for  dead 
— faith  I’ll  have  a  little  bit  of  a  joke  with  him. 

Enter  Pat  and  Rupert. 

Arrah,  and  can  you  be  Pat  ?  or  are  you  his  ghoft  ? 
Now  if  you  are  dead,  my  dear  boy,  tell  me  fo. 

Pat.  Dead  !  what  can  this  mean  ? 

Luke  Faith  Pat,  it’s  well  you  are  come;  for  we 
heard  you  was  dead,  and  Norah  has  been  looking  out 
for  another  hufband.  Aye,  and  if  you  had  ftaid  half 
an  hour  longer,  (he’d  have  had  one,  and  a  fmart  fel¬ 
low  he  is  too — and  then  he’s  fo  attentive,  leading  her 
into  the  coach  and  out  of  the  coach,  at  every  place 
we  (topp’d  at. 

Pat.  Dead  !  married  in  half  an  hour ! 

Luke.  Aye,  certainly,  you  would  not  have  her  live 
unmarried.  Now  ar'n  t  you  a  pretty  fellow — I  have 
heard  of  all  your  campaigning  after  a  goofeberry  girl 
—the  Mardiall  putting  you  under  arrelt,  and  taking 
the  cockade  out  of  your  hat. 

Pat.  Dear  Sir,  who  told  you  this  1 
Luke.  Who  ?  why  who  but  your  own  man  Darby ; 
and  to  crown  the  whole,  faid  that  you  had  blown  the 
roof  off  your  head. 

Enter  Darby,  erq/ps  to  Pat. 

Var.  Mafter,  lend  me  your  piftols. 
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Pat.  Yes,  you  rafcal,  you  fliall  have  them  with  a 
brace  of  bullets  through  your  head,  {collars  him)  For 
all  your  lies — you  told  Father  Luke,  that  I  was  run¬ 
ning  after  every  wench — you  are  the  caufe  of  all  my 
dilgrace,  by  fetting  Olmutz  after  the  flower  girl. 

Dar.  - 

Rup.  Aye,  Sir,  what  have  you  done  with  my  Flora  ? 
— you  are  the  villain  that  took  my  Flora  from  her  fa¬ 
ther’s  hou  e. 

Dar.  1 !  Oh  dear,  why  did  I  fell  my  farm  ? 
f  Ei:  er  Flora,  from  flat. 

Flo.  Hey,  what  noife  is  all  this  !  your  making  a  dif- 
turbance  in  this  chamber  is  what  I  don’t  underhand, 
damn  me. 

Dar.  No,  what  I  don’t  underhand  damn  me. 

'  \_Gets  behind  her,. 

Rup.  {to  Darby)  Pray  where  is  Flora  ? 

{Dra<ivs  his  broad  flivord. 

Flo.  Oh,  what  my  little  hrawberry  girl — fhe’s  very 
fond  of  me,  a  young  fellow,  though  her  father  wants 
to  give  her  to  a  fwaggering  puppy - one  Rupert. 

Rup.  S ’death,  take  thy  deferts. 

[Dra^s,  P2X  parts  them. 

Flo.  Oh,  what,  I  fuppofe,  this  is  Rupert. - Oh, 

you  may  have  her  again  now.  I’ll  gladly  refign  her  to 
you,  I  afliire  you  1  want  to  get  rid  of  her,  for  my  heart 
is  entirely  devoted  to  another.  This  night,  1  take  the 
lovely  Norah  to  my  arms. 
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Tat.  You  fiiall  take  this  to  your  heart  firft.  IDra^vs, 
Rttp.  Nay,  nay,  have  patience. 

Flo.  Oh  let  him  alone,  let  me  have  fair  play,  and  I 
(hall  be  a  match  for  botli  of  you. 

TRIO. 

Flo.  The  lovely  fair  within  that  room, 

My  wife  fhall  be  ; 

Flap,  And  how.  Sir,  are  you  furc  of  that  ? 

Flo.  Oh  file  loves  me. 

Cap.  S’death  and  hell.  Sir,  what  d’ye  fay? 

Quick,  anfwer  fpeedily ; 

Rup.  What  of  my  Flora,  tell  me  firft  ? 

Flo.  Oh  fhe  loves  me, 

Rup.  She  loves  thee. 

Dar.  He  loves  fhe. 

Flo.  And  for  her  fv/eet  fake, 

You,  Sir,  or  you  I’ll  fee, 

Dar.  To’cra,  my  little  cock  a  nouns. 

Oh,  you’re  my  Gramaghree-g 
Cap.  What  my  love  love  thee. 

Flo.  Aye.  thy  love  loves  me. 

Dar.  Knock  their  heads  together ; 

Flo.  Have  at  you,  one  to  three. 

Dar.  Sir,  leave  me  out  a  wiv.:ked  rogue, 

Our  little  Gramaghree. 

Flo,  Fire  or  fword. 

When  love’s  the  word. 

Have  at  ye,  one  to  three,  &c. 

■H  Cap^i 
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Cap.  Satisfaction  you  muft  give, 

Moft  fiirely,  now  to  me,  &c. 

Dar.  Oh,  what  a  tearing  hero  ! 

What  a  tearing,  tearing  hero ! 

At  ye,  one,  two,  three, 

Surely  now  to  me, 

Little  Gramaghree. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Darby. 

Bar.  So  I  go  on  well  here  in  the  German  wars — My 
kind  countryman,  Captain  Patrick — buries  his  nuckles 
in  my  throat,  and  never  thinks  it  will  fpoil  my  Ting¬ 
ing  ;  another  fwings  a  fey  the  about  my  ears;  and  little 
Quiz  threatens  to  blow  my  head  over  the  bridge.  Oh, 
to  be  fure,  I’m  not  in  a  good  thriving  way ;  but  I  muft 
contrive  fome  method  to  frighten  Quiz — for  I  mu  ft 
confefs,  I  have  no  great  inclination  to  have  my  head 
blown  into  the  river.  Oh,  dear,  oh,  dear  !  1  am  like 
a  blind  fiddler,  always  in  fome  ferape.  [Exit. 

SCENE. — A  country  BridgCy  a  centry  Box  on  each  Side, 

Enter  Quiz. 

^i%.  Darby  is  not  come  yet,  I  knew  the  fello-w 
would  be  afiaid  to  meet  me  !  How  I’ll  difgrace  him 
in  the  camp  ?  I’ll  fwitch  him  through  the  ranks  wnth  a 
whale-bone  ramrod — Eh — no — this  is  he — he’s  plaguy 
punctual. 

Enter  Darby. 

Bar.  Aye,  there’s  the  enemy. 
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Your  mortal  foe — I  am  by  the  god  of  war. 
Dar .  {Beckons  on  a  man  <ivith  a  fack,  a  brace  of  blun- 
derbujfes,  a  pik-axe^  and  fpade.)  Put  down  the  tools. 

Tools - Take  your  ground. 

JDar,  Don’t  be  rafli — in  Ireland  we  always  fettle 

thcfe  fort  of  things  very  cool - now  to  fix  the  grand 

point.  When  people  fight,  as  you  and  I  do,  without 
feconds,  if  one  lliould  be  kill’d,  as  is  always  the  cafe, 
that  the  conqueror  may  not  fall  a  facrifice  to  the  law — 
we  have  two  w'ays  of  difpofing  of  the  dead  gentleman : 
Now  you  may  take  which  you  pleafe — one  way  is, 
we  dig  a  hole  on  the  fpdt,  and  cover  him  up,  fweet 
and  wholefome  under  the  fod - this  we  call  the  Gal¬ 

way  kick. — but  if  he  don’t  like  that,  the  other  is — we 
put  him  into  a  fack  and  tumble  him  into  the  river,  this 
we  call  the  Tipperary  touch. 

^i%.  Tipperary  touch — now  damn  me — if  I’ll  have 
either  a  Galway  kick,  or  a  Tipperary  touch. 

Dar.  And  now  give  me  the  blunder  bufs - charged 

with  razor  blades.  [The  man  gi^es  him  a  blunder  bufs. 

^iz.  Razor  blades — I  won’t  fight,  by  the  god  of 
war. 

Dar.  Not  fight ! 

^iiz.  No. 

Dar.  Why  then,  let  me  tell  you,  that  it  is  not  hand- 
fome  of  you  to  difappoint  me  thus. 

^liz.  I  dont  care — I’ll  be  as  ugly  as  the  devil — but 
I  don’t  like  to  be  put  fweet  and  wholefom®  under  the 
fod.  Oh,  I’m  glad  there’s  fomebody  coming. 
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T)ar .  Oh,  this  is  the  Prieft,  tluit  I  ordered  to  come 
and  bury  you  like  a  chriftian. 

I  don’t  care,  I  won’t  be  buried  like  a  Chrifcian. 

Efiter  pATHtR  Luke. 

Inike.  Oh,  you  wicked  reprobate  — -not  be  buried 
like  a  Chriftian  ! 

^iiz.  I  won’t,  by  the  god  of  war. 

iMke,  What  is  all  this  about  ? 

^iz.  Vv'hat!  why  that  wicked  bloody  ruffian  has 
a  defign  againft  the  chaftity  of  my  virtuous  wife— and 
when  I  call  him  out  a-la-militaire,  he  comes  to  cut, 
fcarify  and  murder  me  with  a  brace  of  blunderbuffies 

charged  with  razor  blades - he  does,  by  the  god  of 

war  ? 

Bar.  I  a  defign !  ’tis  Olmutz  has  a  delign  againft 
your  virtous  wife— and  by  her  own  appointment _ 

^liz.  No,  he’s  m.y  true  friend. 

Bar.  Is  he  then— here  goes  at  the  centry  box— I’ll 
not  bring  my  Razor  blades  for  nothing. 

Enter  Olmutz  and  Mabel  /creaming  from  the  Cen* 

try-box. 

^lix.  Hey!  now  I  fee  how  it  is,  by  tlie  god  of  war! 

Bar.  Here’s  your  true  friend,  and  virtuous  wife. 

^tiz.  Darby  your  hand— Do  you  give  Olmutz  a 
Galway  kick,  and  I’ll  give  my  wife  a  Tipperary  touch. 

01m.  Kick  me  1  Why,  I  came  to  be  your  fecond. 

^iz.  Get  out,  you  rafeal,  or  I’ll  Iboot  you,  by  the 
god  of  war !  Well,  I  fuppofe  you  came  to  be  a  fecond 
too. 
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I  Mab.  No,  indeed,  hiifband,  I  was  here  firft. 
i  Luke,  I  dare  be  fworn  you  was — aye,  faith,  now,  this 

I  is  very  comical — here  comes  Pat  and  Rupert - and 

I  their  wives,  as  if  they  came  by  defign. 

I  Pat.  Rupert  on  one  fide- - Norah  and 

j  Flora  on  the  other. 

1 

I  Pat.  The  young  braggart — and  with  Norah  in  his 
I  hand — to  come  thus  before  my  face — I  can  contain  my 

I  felf  no  longer - defend  your  worthlefs  life. 

j  {Puts  his  hand  to  his  fnuord. 

\  Flo.  No,  Sir — ril  not  fight — to  you  I  refign  her,  if 
file’s  willing. 

Nor.  Mofi:  willing  —  my  dear  Patrick  ! 

Flo.  And  to  you  Rupert  I  refign  my felf - if  Flora 

I  be  worth  accepting.  {Embraces — as  do  Pat.  and  Norah. 

I  Kup.  Worth  accepting — mofi  dear  to  me. 
j  Nor.  My  dear  Patrick,  why  in  a  maze  ? 

I  Pat.  At  this  unexpeded  happinefs,  my  lovely  wife 

I  - - but  now  we’ll  for  England — and  if  Darby  will,  he 

!  fiiall  attend  us,  where  we’ll  return  to  the  fervice  of 
'  our  gracious  fovereign,  whofe  life  is  a  blelTing  to  hi* 
i  people. 

FINALE. 

Cap  Oh,  now  let  the  drum 
Beat  company  come, 

And  let  the  clarionets  play  f 
And  oh,  littk  fife, 

Nqw  whiftle  for  life, 

Vi 
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While  merry  we  foot  it  away. 

For  Fortune  turns  her  wheel. 
And  with  us  fhe’ll  dance  a  reel  f 
The  late  whining  fellow, 

Now  jovial  and  mellow, 

So  jollity  ring  a  peal. 

As  fure  as  a  guri 
We’ll  fliew  you  fuch  fun. 

As  never  was  feen  before  j 
Like  officers  fwear 
And  tatter  and  tear. 

And  like  a  cannon  we’ll  roar. 


Darby  did  you  call  ? 

You  devils  how  loud  you  bawl, 

^liz. 

To  houfe,  bed  and  table — of  Quiz, 

Mab. 

And  poor  Mabel, 

You’re  heartily  welcome  all. 

Oh,  now  let  the  di  um,  &c. 

Tlo, 

Oh,  maidens  take  care, 

By  example  beware, 

If  ruin  you’d  wiffi  to  ffiun  ; 

Nor» 

Nor  truft  to  your  charms 

When  once  from  your  arms 

You  fuffer  your  fpoufy  to  run, 

Flo. 

Like  birds  held  in  a  firing, 

They’ll  hop  about,  then  take  wing, 

Nor» 

From  twig  to  bough  flying. 

Your  fobbing,  your  crying^ 

Ne’er 
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Ne’er  back  can  the  wanton  bring. 

Oh,  now  let  the  drum,  See. 

A  fad  wicked  place, 

A  very  fad  cafe  ; 

Here  nothing  I’ll  get  to  do. 

Child,  put  on  your  cap. 

And  here  is  a  flap, 

I’ll  marry  that  younker  and  you. 

If  you  don’t  take’t  amifs,  [To  Mab. 
I’d  like  to  bury  poor  Quiz  ; 

Without  any  money. 

Your  hand,  my  dear  honey,  [To  Quiz. 
So  much  I  like  your  phiz. 

Oh,  Now  let  the  drum.  See, 

And  now  my  friends  may, 

Of  your  poor  foldier  fay, 

A  word  in  your  poet’s  behalf, 

Oh,  do  not  then  try. 

To  make  the  boy  cry. 

Who  fo  often  has  made  you  laugfu 
Succefs  we  cannot  command, 

.  But  let  your  merciful  hand 
Now  lend  us  a  v  Iley, 

And  pardon  his  folly. 

For  the  honour  of  old  Ireland. 

Oh,  now  let  the  drum,  &c<, 
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